i he Tragedy of Hamlet 

Oar Soveraigne proceffe, which imports at full 
By letters congruing to that effei): 

The prefenc death ot Hamlet y doe it England^ 

For like the Hecticke in my blood he rages> 

And thou muft cure me : till I know Yis done, 

How ere my haps, my joyes wi II nere begin. £xit. 

Enter For tin hr ajfe with his Army over the Stays , 

Craves the conveyance ofa promis’d march 
O ver his kingdome ; you know the rendezvous, 

Majeftie would ought with us 
We mail exprefle our duty in his eye. 

And let him know fb. '' 

r<*/».Iwill dM’tmyLord; - 

f Goe ioftly on. 

^am.Good fir whofe powers are thefe ? 

They are of fir. 

Ham. How propos’d fir I pray you > 

Agatnft feme part o£ Poland. 

Ham. Whocommands them fir ? 

noaddition, 

egoetogainealittlepatch ofgroimd 

That hath in it no profit but the name, 

vT ^ duckets, five I would not farme it 

Normllit y«Wto»„^ortbe^,r ' 

A mkerratc.mould it be fold infee 

Why then the /«.//,,cineverwill defends 

Nay tis already garrifond. 
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fritice of Denmark^ 


God buy your fir. 

Wil’t plcafc you goe my Lord ? 

Ham» Hebe with you rtraight, goe a little before. 
How all occafionsdoe informe againft me. 

And fpur my dull revenge ? What is a man> 

If his chiefe good and market of his time 
Be but to fleepe and feed ? a beaft, no more. 

Sure he that made us with fuch large difcourfe. 
Looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and God-like realbn 
To fnftin us unus*d: now whether it be 
Beftiall oblivion, or feme craven fcruple 
Of thinking too precilcly on th’ event, 

A thought which quarterd hath but one part wifdom. 
And ever three parts coward : I doc not know 
Why yet I live to lay this thing's to doe, 

Sith 1 nave caufejand will, and ftrength, and meancs 
To doeV : examples grofle as earth exhort me , 
Witneffe this army oi liichmaflcandchargcj 
Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

Whole fpirit with divine ambition pufi; 

Makes mouthes at theinvifible event, 

♦ Expofingwhatismortallandunfiire 

To all that fortune, death, and danger dare. 

Even for an egge-fhell. Rightly to be great 
Is not to ftir without great argument. 

But greatly to finde quarrdlin a ftraw, 

W hen honour's at the ftake. How ftand I then. 
That have a father kill’d, a mother ftain’d. 
Excitements of my realbn and my blood. 

And let all fleep, while to my fhame Ifec 
The imminent death of twenty thouland men^ 

That for a fantafie and tricke of fame 
Goe to their graves like beds , fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot trythecaufe, 

W hich is not tombe enough and continent 
Tohidetheflaine? O from this time forth. 

My thoughts be bloody ,or be nothing worth* 




